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remained at home, motionless on his iglerk, eyes shut, arms
hanging loose, like a sick doll. He had stopped going with the
others out on the ice. He was beginning to mutter to himself.
He was forgetting to eat. His dogs would howl, and he would
not so much as go out of doors to beat them.
All this the whole camp observed; and though the young man
was blamed, nobody interfered. It was the old man's affair if he
had found nothing to answer. Still, the others would come to
see him, whether out of curiosity or malice it is hard to say.
They would find him sitting at his end of the iglerk, saying over
and over to himself:
'Inut-koak1 — el am an old man.'
Some would try to cheer him up.
'Come, come!3 they would say. 'You have the best wife in
the camp. There's nobody like you with a woman.*
*Inut-koakr he would repeat obstinately. Then he would send
a sidelong glance at his -wife, and she would smile faintly, having
nothing to say, and fill the mugs with tea. What that smile
meant he no longer knew. After all, he was an old man . . .
His visitors would invent pretexts to leave after the second mug
of tea.
Alone with his malady, the old man turned over and over
in his mind that insolent sentence. Had he been able to retort
straight off, ah! . .. But he had not done it. It must be true,
then, that he was old. And nobody grew any younger, ever.
He was not thinking, but brooding. Like all his kind, a
mental problem was to him not a subject for thought but for
torment, and its end was obsession. He could not shake this
one off. There was only one way to be rid of it, and that was
death. But whose death? His, or the young man's?
It was going to be his, and he knew it. He was too old to kill.
The thought invaded him, took possession of him, and as he
never struggled against it, it undermined him.
Now the camp knew what was in his mind, and still nobody
intervened. His friends continued to come round for their mug
of tea as if they had no notion of his anguish.
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